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What You Need 


Dave stood at the end of his runway, basking in the screaming adoration of his minions. Thousands of fans 
looked up at him like starving baby birds in a nest, waiting for the slightest morsel to be dropped into their 
eager, open mouths. He crossed his arms and shifted his weight, jutting out one hip, while he wore a self- 


satisfied, shit-eating grin. This was his domain and he was the self-proclaimed master. 


While he was grateful to each and every person who turned up to a Foo Fighters show - he really, really was! 
-, Dave decided they enjoyed him more as playful, bratty Dave than humble, appreciative Dave. So he wore 
that persona like a second skin, like his old, ratty t-shirts. And soon, it was just as comfortable. 


Each show saw this cocky, brazen attitude grow until it culminated in a display of utter self-indulgence at the 
Kerrang! Awards. Although he ended his speech on a heartfelt, somber note, it seemed as though Dave had 
crossed the line, forgetting to lay aside the bratty alter-ego for one night. 


Dressed in tight black jeans, a black jacket, tall hat, and dark wayfarers, and with the quiet confidence of a man 
who found alter-egos tiring and unnecessary, Jerry Cantrell made his way down the hall in the backstage area. 
He had no trouble finding his target. All he had to do was listen for the loudest laugh. He found Dave in the 
hospitality room, eating food and doing shots of Crown Royal with Justin Hawkins. 


"My Hawkins doesn't drink anymore. l'm glad | found a Hawkins that can put ‘em away almost as good as me!" 


Dave laughed and threw back another one. 


Jerry leaned his shoulder against the door frame. He watched Grohl bounce around the room, the contents of 


the Crown Royal bottle in his hand sloshing and spilling onto the carpet. 


When Dave noticed Jerry, he stopped dead in his tracks. "Whoa Look at Desperado over there." He giggled as he 
approached. "Cantrell, that you?" 


Jerry took his sunglasses off just before Dave launched himself at him. Arms were tightly wound around his 
neck, bottle sloshing, and his hat was knocked off. Jerry caught Dave and firmly pushed him back, giving him a 
look as he stooped to pick up his hat from the floor. 

‘Sorry! Cool hat! Lemme see!" Dave grabbed for it, but Jerry pulled it away. 


"You don't fuck with a man's hat, Grohl." 


‘Sorry! Hey, you know Justin? Justin, come here! Come here! You ever meet Jerry? He's the best, man. The 


fucking best!" 


Jerry gave the young man a tight smile and then took Dave by the elbow. He led him out of the room. "You're 


drunk." 


Dave tried to wrench his arm free from Jerry's tight grip and whined when Jerry squeezed harder. "But it's a 


party!" 

Jerry didn't respond. He swiftly brought Dave outside and loaded him into the back seat of a waiting car. 
"Where we goin?" The brunette asked, grinning and caressing the Mercedes’ black leather upholstery. 
Jerry slid in beside him and nodded at the driver. "Back to my hotel’ 


At that, Dave immediately leaned into Jerry, purring as he tried to pick at the buttons on Jerry's jacket. "That 


sounds fun." 


Wrinkling his nose from the strong smell of alcohol on Dave's breath, Jerry removed his hand and guided it 


back to Dave's own thigh. "Sit back." 
"Why you being a shit, Jerry?" 


‘lm not being a shit, Grohl. l'm telling you to sit back and shut the fuck up. If you can't do that, | will teach 


you how." 


Dave leaned in again. "I think you're gonna have to teach me" He attempted to kiss Jerry but recoiled in shock 


when he received a smack across his cheek. 
"Sit back," Jerry repeated. 


Dave opened his mouth to argue but closed it and sat back when Jerry glared at him over the top of his 


sunglasses. Sullenly, he asked, "Can | at least have a smoke?" 
"No." 
"What the fuck, Jerry? Why are you doing this?" 


"Because you need it," the blonde simply said as he took his sunglasses off, huffed on the lenses, and then 


drew a cloth from his pocket to wipe them clean. 


As he slid them back on his face, the driver pulled the car to a stop in front of an old, three-story, brick 
building. 


Dave looked out the window. "Where are we?" 
Jerry ignored him and opened the door. "Let's go" 

"What is this? This cant be your hotel!” 

"| said let's go. 

Dave sighed and slowly slid across the seat. He glared at Jerry as he got out of the car. 


After Jerry swung the door closed and the Mercedes sped off, he took Dave's elbow again and led him into the 
building. 


Dave dragged his feet as he looked around the small room they'd entered. Only a small lamp next to a sofa 

was lit, casting a warm glow about the rest of the room. Heavy draperies were drawn along the opposite wall 
An honor bar was set up in one corner while towering, overflowing bookshelves in deep mahogany took up the 
other corner. The walls were a soothing mint green color dotted with oil paintings of Victorian outdoor scenes. 


The Persian rug on the floor showed faint signs of wear in its rose and mint green pattern 
"Can | get a drink?" Dave asked in a low, almost-timid whisper. 


"No," Jerry responded in an equally quiet voice. He urged Dave forward, toward the wide staircase in matching 


mahogany. 


They reached the first floor landing and Jerry continued to guide Dave up to the second floor. He pulled a 
large, old, iron key from his jacket pocket and unlocked a thick wooden door. He swung it opened and pushed 


Dave into the room. 


"Whoa," Dave murmured as he looked around. With a grin, he turned to Jerry. "So, you do want to hook up. All 
you had to do was say so, Cantrell." 


Jerry took his hat and sunglasses off, placing them on a nearby table. He pulled hair back, tying it at the nape 
of his neck. "I do not hook up." He moved to the red and gold upholstered loveseat in front of the floor-to- 
ceiling windows, which were hidden by draperies in a matching red. Jerry sat down and crossed a leg over his 
knee. When Dave started toward him, he held one hand up. "| want you to take a shower." 

Dave pulled up short. 

Jerry gestured toward the claw-footed bathtub that sat on a raised platform in the corner of the room. 
There were polished chrome piping and a glass frame around half of the tub with a shower head directly 
above. 


"Take your clothes off and get in the shower." 


Dave's grin widened as he hurriedly stripped off his clothes, starting with kicking off his sneakers. He left the 
pile of clothes in the middle of the floor and started to step up to the tub. 


"Grohl" Jerry's voice took on an annoyed tone. 

"What?" Dave turned, purposely giving the blonde a full view of his body 
"Pick up your clothes. Fold them and place them on the chair.” 

"What difference does it make? Come on You want to get laid, right?" 


Jerry's face contorted in a menacing glare. He gritted his teeth and hissed through them, "Pick up your clothes 
and put them on the chair. Now, Grohl." 


The brunette glanced at the door but made no move toward it or to pick up his clothes from the floor. 
"You can leave," Jerry said. "Or you can stay and let me teach you some manners." 

"| have manners," Dave mumbled as he stepped down off the platform and bent to pick up his jeans. 
Jerry's lips curled in a smirk, but he made no reply. 


Once his clothes were folded and put on the chair, Dave paused and looked at Jerry. "Okay now?" 


"Yes. Thank you. Now, get in the shower and scrub everything.” 


To Dave's disappointment, Jerry spent the whole time he was in the shower with his head buried in his phone. 
He only picked his head up when the shower stopped. "Take one of those robes and put it on" 


After Dave toweled off, he pulled on one of the thick, plush, white terry robes and cinched the tie around his 


waist. "What now, Jerry? Do | get to watch you take a shower? Emphasis on watch’ 

ae 

Dave sighed and pushed his hands into the robe's pockets. "So what are we going to do?" 

"You're going to take one of the pillows off the bed, place it in the center of the floor, and kneel on it: 

"Oh, am I?" 

"Now, Grohl" 

"You know, | don't think | like the way you think you can boss me around! 

"| don't care what you like. Besides, you're full of shit. Now, do it" 

"Inn full of shit?" Dave laughed 

With a sigh, Jerry stood up. He was slow to his feet, glaring at Dave the entire time. He stepped around the 
coffee table and knew, as he approached Dave, that this was exactly what the brunette wanted. Jerry took a 
handful of Dave's wet hair and yanked it, pulling him toward the bed. "Pick up a pillow." When Dave hesitated, 
Jerry yanked his hair again "Now!" he yelled 


Dave winced and reached for one of the plump bed pillows. 


"Good. Now, come over here." Jerry dragged him to the center of another large Persian rug. "Drop it" Once 


Dave let the pillow fall to the floor, Jerry forced him down to his knees. 


‘Oh, god," Dave groaned. "Yes, Jerry. Let me suck that cock of yours. I've heard so many good things about it" 


Dave snickered as he reached for Jerry's belt. 
His hands were smacked away. 
"Come on. Don't do that. This is what you want to do, anyway, right? Just let me." Dave attempted again. 


"You're really pushing it, Grohl. Take the robe off and give me the sash." 


Dave gave the blonde a cheeky grin as he untied the sash and shrugged off the robe. "If you gag me, you 


can't make me blow you." 

‘I'm not going to gag you. Yet." 

When Dave handed him the sash, Jerry instructed, "Put your hands behind your back." 
"Aw, come on, Jer." Dave grinned. 

"Now," Jerry growled and gave Dave a hard smack across his cheek. 


His head snapped to the side and Dave yelped in pain. While he was still dazed, Jerry took his hands and pulled 
them back. He tied the sash around his wrists. 


"You seem to still think lm playing a game with you. This is not a game. If it takes all fucking night, Grohl, | will 
teach you manners. | will teach you how to be humble." Jerry stepped around him and squatted down so his 
face was level with Dave's. "Now, do you understand me?" 

Something new shone in those big, brown eyes as they stared at Jerry. "Yes," Dave barely whispered. 

"Louder, please. Say, ‘yes, Jerry. | understand.” 

"Yes, Jerry. | understand." 


"Very good." Jerry rose to stand over Dave. He grinned while he unbuckled his belt. 


Dave's eyes dropped to watch Jerry's hands unbutton and lower the fly of his jeans that seemed to be painted 
on. He couldn't resist licking his lips as he studied the tantalizing outline of Jerry's cock. 


"You're just a little fucking cock hound, aren't you?" 

"Want it, Jerry." 

‘Oh, I'm sure you do." He pushed his jeans and shorts just low enough to reach in and pull his dick out. 
Dave moaned at the sight of it. "Fuck, it's gorgeous." 

Jerry hummed while he gave himself a few slow strokes. "Open wide." 


The brunette made it no secret how eager he was to pleasure the other man. He tilted his head back a little 


and opened his mouth. 


"That's good." Jerry cradled the back of Dave's head in one hand while he offered him his cock. "Suck it good." 
Those big brown eyes peered up at Jerry while Dave closed his lips around the head. He sucked softly, wetting 
it with his tongue. Dave opened wider when Jerry rocked his hips and pushed deeper. With his hand at the back 
of Dave's head, he held him still while he thrust his cock down his throat. 


"That's it. Good. With a dick down your throat, | don't have to listen to your big mouth anymore. Like it, don't 


you?" 


Dave's eyes began to water, but he still gazed up at Jerry like a loyal puppy. Tears spilled over and ran down 
his cheeks. 


"Aw," the blonde murmured. "This is why you've been acting up, isn't it? You needed someone to give you a 
good throat fucking. Dave, you needed someone to put you on your knees." Jerry pulled his cock out and bent 
Dave's head back. He leaned over and spit into his open mouth, like a bird in the nest. "Look at that eager cock 
hole. You want some more?" 

Dave moaned and swallowed. "Yes." 

"Louder." He smacked Dave's cheek. 


"Yes, Jerry! Please!" 


With a deep smirk, Jerry tilted his head to the side when he noticed how hard Dave was. "Well, look at you. 


Are you turned on, Dave?" 
"Yes." 


"Good. You're gonna stay that way. If you fucking come, | will beat you to within an inch of your life. You 
understand me?" 


"God fucking Jerry” 

"What?" 

"You keep saying shit like that, l'Il blow my load on this pillow” 

"Well, you know what will happen if you do. Now, open your fucking mouth" 

With his cock down Dave's throat, Jerry firmly pinched his nose. He held Dave like that for a long moment 
before releasing him. When he pulled his cock out, Dave coughed and sputtered, strings of spit hanging off his 


lip. He started to sway and wobble on his knees. Jerry gripped a fist full of his hair and place his other hand 
on his chest to hold him up. 


"Come on, open up." 

"Fuck," Dave groaned. 

Jerry pulled his hair. "Open your fucking mouth." 

Taking a few deep panting breaths, Dave opened his mouth again. Jerry's cock slid straight down his throat. He 
gagged and whined when his nose was pinched again They locked stares for a moment before Jerry pulled back 
again This time, Dave couldn't stop himself from falling forward, letting out a garbled cry as his hair was 


pulled hard. 


Jerry caught him with an arm across his chest. He was slow and careful in helping the brunette to his feet. "I 


got you. Come on. Over to the bed. I'm gonna bend you over it" 

"Gonna fuck me with that big, beautiful dick?" 

"Clear into next week," Jerry growled more out of playfulness than anger now. He led Dave over to the 
massive, mahogany, four-poster bed covered in a thick, rich red and gold duvet. He bent the brunette over at 
the waist and kicked his legs out a little wider. Jerry then opened a drawer in the bedside table and took out a 
bottle of lube. 


Dave, having recovered some, wiggled his ass and begged Jerry. "Fuck, Jer. | need that cock Bury it deep in my 


ass. Come on, do it. | fucking need it!" 

Rolling his eyes, Jerry dropped the bottle beside Dave on the bed. He left him there and crossed the room to 
the chair where Dave's clothing sat. Jerry picked up Dave's Calvin Kleins and brought them back. With a wicked 
grin, he roughly took hold of Dave's chin. "Open your big fucking mouth." 


Dave grunted, clamping his lips together. 


"Open your goddamn mouth, Grohl. | will not tell you again" Jerry grabbed his nose and pinched it hard. When 
Dave gasped for air, Jerry pushed his shorts in. "Why do you insist on doing everything the hard way?" 


Dave growled and mumbled around his shorts. 
"In case you weren't sure, the swampy ass part is in your mouth. Spit them out and I'll break your nose.” 
Dave growled again. 


Jerry chuckled and smacked his cheek. He returned to stand behind Dave, taking his hips and pulling them up. 
"Stay like this.” 


With two lubed-up fingers, Jerry worked Dave's hole open. He was generous with the lube but rough with his 
fingers. He made Dave squirm and howl against his gag. When Jerry pulled his fingers away, Dave sighed and 
melted against the bed. 


The blonde smacked his ass hard and yanked his hips back up. "What did | say?" 


Dave picked up his head and glared at Jerry over shoulder. He growled incoherently at him, which earned Dave 


another hard smack. 


"Oh, I'm gonna fucking drill your ass so hard." He held Dave down with a hand between his shoulder blades and 
Jerry roughly pushed his cock into him. 


The brunette howled and bucked under Jerry, who was relentless. He fucked Dave hard, sending his cock deep 


into his ass. He worked up to a fast, steady rhythm, grunting loudly with each thrust. 


"Such a tight fucking ass," Jerry growled. "Think you'd have a loose, sloppy hole, knowing how much you love 
cock, Grohl." 


Dave grumbled around his shorts. 

"Yeah, this is what you need, isn't it? Need a big dick in your ass." 
Dave bucked again, mumbling and screaming. 

"Gonna come?" 

He nodded urgently. 


Jerry reached up and pulled the shorts from Dave's mouth. "Better hear you scream my fucking name." He 


gave a sharp snap of his hips, roughly plowing into him. 


Dave threw his head back and opened his mouth. The scream that came out of him rattled the chandelier. He 


howled Jerry's name over and over as he shook violently, bucking and thrashing. 


Jerry held Dave down with both hands as he pulled out. "Get up. Get up here. l'm gonna come all over your 


face." 


With panting breath and shaking body, Dave rolled over on his back, showing Jerry the mess he made on the 
bed and on his stomach. Jerry pulled him up by his shoulders into a sitting position He stroked himself until he 
let out a loud cry, coming all over Dave. He hit his nose, his lips, and his beard. Jerry closed his eyes as he 
squeezed his cock, getting every drop out. When he opened his eyes again and looked down at Dave, Jerry 
found him licking his lips and staring up at him with calm, peaceful eyes. He stooped and kissed Dave, continuing 
to kiss him as he reached around and untied his hands. 


"Okay?" Jerry murmured. 
Dave opened his mouth, taking a deep breath as if he was about to yell. 
Jerry gave him a stern look. 


With a sweet, sheepish grin, Dave replied, "| needed that." 


